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O Sabit, what although I poui the molten mby of my soul

The sweet cupbearer'b lip will form a spinel bowl theiefoi in fay.

Ghazel. [315]

Fain to hide his wine, the zealot passioned to his bobom's core
Hangs his prayer-rug as a curtain there before the tavern-door.

In his night-clothes sweat the lover as 'twere with the sweat of doom
While he stripped that wanton beauty even to the shift she wore.

Casting down her hook-like tresses, searcheth she her chin's sweet well1
For the heart therein that's fallen of her lovei all foilore.

That she looks not on her lover comes of her abounding grace;
From her eyen's shafts she guardeth him who doth herself adore.

Loosen not thy locks, let not them fall, by that fair head of thine!
Bind not Sdbit's still free spirit in the chains of anguish sore.

To the next ghazel, in which the poet describes his sweet-
heart's silver belt, Sami has written a nazfra.

Ghazel. [316]

Full heavy it is clear to see's thy belt 5
Let's unbind it, for a load to thee's thy belt.

Of that cup of milk, thy navel, sore athhst,
A snake with drooping head perdie's thy belt.

To encircle with adornment union's realm,
A coidon of orfeveiie's thy belt.

In this city do they laud the Silver Stream; *
But the vaunt of all the century's thy belt.

Let us add theieto the circlet of our eye,

All too nanow for thy waist maybe's thy belt.

1 The well of the chin is the dimple.

- Gumush  Suyu = the Silvei  Stream, is the name of a little rivci in^ the
\icmity of Constantinople.